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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
LACQUER PRINTS 

STREETS 

Adapted from the poet Yakura Sanjin, 176Q 

As I wandered through the eight hundred and eight streets 
of the city, 
I saw nothing so beautiful 
As the Women of the Green Houses, 
With their girdles of spun gold, 
And their long-sleeved dresses, 
Colored like the graining of wood. 
As they walk, 

The hems of their outer garments flutter open, 
And the blood-red linings glow like sharp-toothed maple 

leaves 
In autumn. 

DESOLATION 

Under the plum-blossoms are nightingales; 
But the sea is hidden in an egg-white mist, 
And they are silent. 

SUNSHINE 

The pool is edged with the blade-like leaves of irises. 
If I throw a stone into the placid water, 
It suddenly stiffens 
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Sunshine 



Into rings and rings 
Of sharp gold wire. 



ILLUSION 



Walking beside the tree-peonies, 
I saw a beetle 

Whose wings were of black lacquer spotted with milk. 
I would have caught it, 
But it ran from me swiftly 
And hid under the stone lotus 
Which supports the Statue of Buddha. 

A YEAR PASSES 

Beyond the porcelain fence of the pleasure garden, 
I hear the frogs in the blue-green rice-fields; 
But the sword-shaped moon 
Has cut my heart in two. 

A LOVER 

If I could catch the green lantern of the firefly 
I could see to write you a letter. 

TO A HUSBAND 

Brighter than fireflies upon the Uji River 
Are your words in the dark, Beloved. 
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